THE  IMPOSSIBLE  POSITION

new in support of our campaign, The Political Review
which had hitherto been loyally Baileyite, Quite her
best writing, up to the present at any rate, is in those
papers; and no doubt Altiora had had not only to read
her in those invaded columns, but listen to her praises
in the mouths of the tactless influential.  Altiora, like
so many people who rely on gesture and vocal insis-
tence in conversation, writes a poor and slovenly prose
and handles an argument badly; Isabel has her Uni-
versity training behind her and wrote from the first
with the stark power of a clear-headed man. "Now
we know," said Altiora, with just a gleam of malice
showing through her brightness, "now we know who
helps with the writing!"
She revealed astonishing knowledge.
For a time I couldn't for the life of me discover her
sources. I had, indeed, a desperate intention of chal-
lenging her, and then I bethought me of a youngster
named Curmain, who had been my supplemental
typist and secretary for a time, and whom I had sent
on to her before the days of our breach. "Of course!"
said I, "Curmain!" He was a tall, drooping, side-
long youth with sandy hair, a little forward head, and
a long thin neck.  He stole stamps and, I suspected,
rifled my private letter drawer, and I found him one
day on a turn of the stairs looking guilty and ruffled
with a pretty Irish housemaid of Margaret's mani-
festly in a state of hot indignation. I saw nothing, but
I felt everything in the air between them. I hate this
pestering of servants, but at the same time I didn't
want Curmain wiped out of existence; so I had packed
him off without unnecessary discussion to Altiora. He
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